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spread in endless luxuriance around his tomb. The student
of his immortal labours knows how imperfect the greatest
efforts of the actor will always be to unfold the amazing
subtilty of his conceptions. The hurry of public utterance,
the casual interruptions among a vast crowd of spectators,
the failure of the ear itself, all forbid even the full enjoy-
ment of the power which he has ; shades of meaning have
an exility that baffles the nicest articulation, the finest eye.

The bulk of mankind have neither leisure nor faculties
for very accurate study] they must be content with the
interpretations of actors, not the most attentive readers of
poetry, nor even very minute observers of life itself \ they
must take the prescriptive manner of the profession, the
habit of doing what had been done before; the show of
thought rather than thinking; the mimicry of emotion,
not very scrupulous as to its source or its effects; a look
that merely bespeaks our sympathy 5 a tone that long
experience has demonstrated to be the note of sorrow, and
affecting us independent of particular ideas.

A genius in acting must, however, be a profound ob-
server of life. He secretly revolves all the folds of his own
heart; he mixes much abroad with the world of character,
and all its indications are set down in his c tablets' as the
materials with which he is to work. The poet's science is
how man thinks and feels in all the relative conditions of
his nature: the actor's how he speaks, and looks, and
moves. The inward and the outward man may be the
best as well as briefest indications of their different provinces.
When the author is himself an actor (an immense advan-
tage, ceteris paribus\ he will sometimes trace out both,
and display not only what is to do, but how it is to be done.

'Macb. I have almost forgot the, taste of fears:

The time has been my senses would have cool'd
To hear a night-shriek ; and my fell of hair
Would at a dismal treatise rouse, and stir
As life were in't: I have supp'd full with horrors ;
Direness, familiar to my slaught'rous thoughts,
Cannot once start me.   Wherefore was that cry ?

Sey.    The queen, my lord, is dead.

Macb. She should have died hereafter.'

If the reader ever saw anything like this frigid despair